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THE 


A  blessing  on  the  out-  \ 
ward  bound 
Answer  to  AnnieLaurie 
A  jolly  brisk  tar 
A  tar’s  duty 
Buy  my  wild  roses 
Bill  Bobstay 
Blossoms  of  Freedom 
Betsy  of  the  vale 
Ben  Backstay 
Cannot  bear  thy  scorn 
Come  into  the  garden 
Maud 

Dark  hair'd  girl 
Do  they  think  of  me  at 
home 

Fie  on  simple  phantasy 
Forget  not  the  field 
Follow  over  mountain 
Good  bye  sweetheart 
God  save  the  queen 
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Girl  I  left  behind  me 
Grog  and  girls 
Good  morning 
Hunter’s  glee 
Hunting  song 
Kind  relations 
Life  of  a  tar 
Listen  dear  Molly 
Lovely  Polly 
Lovely  girl 
Ma4  lilies  hymn 
Maggie  Lauder 
Needs  there  a  tongue 
Nelly  Gray 
Peace  or  war 
Peace  of  the  valley 
Rosin,  the  beau 
Soldier  and  his  bride 
Silent  nymph 
Said  a  steak  to  a  chop 
Shadows  of  beauty 


She  has  gone 
Shethinks  so  light  of  mo 
The  soldier  tired 
Tell  me  my  heart 
’Twas  night 
The  violet  girl 
The  roving  blade 
The  good  ship  theKitty 
The  outlaws  regret 
The  soldiers  grave 
The  last  drop 
The  return  of  Mary 
Blane 

Why  do  you  look  so  shy 
Who  would  be  an  old 
bachelor 
Water  cresses 
We  have  lived  lov’d 
together 

When  the  wind  is  blow¬ 
ing  free 
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MAE8AILL18  Hr  MX. 

¥o  sods  of  Franco  awake  to  glory, 

■ark.  hark’,  what  myriad*  hid  you 
rise. 

Your  children,  wives,  and  rrand- 
airet  hoary. 

Behold  their  tear*  and  hear  their 
cries. 

Shall  hateful  tyrants,  mischief 
breeding. 

With  hireling  hosts,  a  ruffian 
band. 

Affright  and  desolate  the  land. 

While  peace  and  liberty  fie  bleed* 
ing. 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye brave. 

The  avenging  sword  unsheath, 
March  on,  march  on,  all  hearts 
resolved, 

Qb  liberty  or  death. 

Now,  now  the  dangerous  storm 
is  rolling. 

Which  treacherous  kings,  confed¬ 
erate  raise. 

The  ddgs  of  war  let  loose  are 
howling, 

And  lo,  our  fields  and  cities  blase 

And  shall  we  baeely  view  the  ruin. 

While  lawless  force,  with  guilty 
stride, 

8preads  desolation  far  and  wide. 


bruing. 


To  arms,  Ac. 


With  luxury  and  pride  surrounded. 

The  vile  insatiate  despots  dare 

Their  thirst  of  power  and  gold  on* 
bounded. 

To  meet  and  vend  the  light  and 
air 

Like  beasts  of  burden  would  they 
load  us. 

Like  gods  would  bid  their  slaves 
adore. 

But  man  is  man,  and  who  Is  more 

Then  shall  they  longer  lash  and 
goad  us. 

To  arms,  Ac. 

O  Liberty,  can  man  resign  thee. 

Once  having  felt  thy  gen’rous 
flame, 

Gan  dungeons,  bolts,  and  bars  con¬ 
fine  thee. 

Or  whips  thy  noble  spirit  tame 

Too  long  the  world  has  wept,  be¬ 
wailing. 

1  And  falsehood’s  dagger  tyrants 
wield. 

But  freedom  Is  our  sword  and 
shield. 

To  arms,  Ac. 


A  BLESSING  ON  THE  OUT¬ 
WARD  BOUND. 

A  blessing  on  the  outward  bound. 
Wherever  they  may  go. 

From  hills  and  dales  their  fathers 
owned. 

Or  cottage  poor  and  low. 

'Tis  no  slight  thing  to  part  from 
home, 

Whete’er  that  home  may  be ; 

To  trust  a  doubtful  future  on 
The  wild  and  stormy  sea. 

But  while  the  tide  of  life  rolls  on. 
The  mighty  stream  must  flow  ; 
Then  blessings  on  the  outward 
bound. 

Wherever  they  may  go. 

A  blessing  on  the  outward  bound, 
The  noble  and  the  true. 

Who’ve  wrested  long  with  poverty, 
Which  they  shall  conquer  too. 


The  earth  was  made  for  man  to 

share. 

And  worthy  II  are  they. 

Those  brave  sad  bpld  adventurers. 
Our  proud  ships  bear  away 
To  freedom  and  to  tunny  lands. 
Still  may  the  breasts  blow— 

May  God  protect  the  outward 
bound 

Wborever  they  may  go. 


GOD  SAYB  THE  QUEEN. 

God  savo  our  gracious  Queen , 
Long  live  our  noble  Queen, 

God  save  the  Queen, 

Send  her  victorious. 

Happy  and  glorious. 

Lone  to  reign  over  us, 

God  save  the  Queen. 

O  Lord  our  God  arise. 

Scatter  her  enemies. 

And  make  them  fall. 
Confound  their  politics. 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks. 
On  Thee  our  hopes  we  fix, 

God  save  us  all. 

Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store. 

On  her  be  pleased  to  pour. 

Long  may  she  reign. 

May  she  defend  our  laws. 

And  ever  give  us  cause. 

To  sing  with  heart  applause 
God  save  the  Queen. 

O  Lord  her  Consort  bless. 

Grant  him  in  happiness. 

With  her  to  feign. 

In  virtues  great  and  strong. 
May  Albert's  name  be  long 
The  theme  of  Britain’s  song, 
God  save  the  Queen. 

Oh,  whilst  the  nation  hails 
Our  true-born  Prince  of  Wales, 
May  it  be  seen 
On  Brunswick’s  royal  line. 

That  still  thy  light  divine. 

Its  radiance  shed  benign, 

God  save  the  Queen. 


Far  dearer  the  grave  or  the  price*. 
Illumin'd  by  one  patriot  name* 
Than  the  trophies  ©fall  who  hat* 


FOBGET  NOT  THE  FIELD. 

Forget  not  the  field  where  they 
perish’d. 

The  truest,  the  last  of  the  brave. 

All  gone— and  the  bright  hope  we 
cherish’d. 

Gone  with  them,  and  quench’d  in 
their  grave. 

Oh,  could  we  from  death  hut  re¬ 
cover 

Those  hearts  as  they  boundeth 
before. 

In  the  face  of  high  heaven  to  fight 
over 

That  combat  for  freedom  once 
more. 

Could  the  chain  for  an  instant  he 
riven, 

W  hich  tyranny  flung  round  us 
then. 

Oh,  'tis  not  In  man  nor  in  heaven. 

To  let  tyranny  bind  it  again. 

But ’tie  past— and  though  blaxoned 
in  story. 

The  name  of  our  vie  lor  may  be. 

Accurst  is  the  march  of  that  glory. 

Which  treads  o’er  the  hearts  of 
the  free. 


ban  the  trophies  of  all 
risen. 

On  Liberty’s  ruins  to 


THE  SOLDIER  A  HIS  BRIDE. 


Music  at  the  Musical 
Office. 


She  heard  the  fight  was  over. 

And  won  the  wreath  of  fame. 
When  tidings  of  her  lover 
With  hie  good  war-steed  came. 

To  guard  her  safely  to  his  tent. 

The  Red  men  of  the  wood  were 

MUtf 

They  led  her  where  sweet  waters 


gush. 

Under  the  pine-tree  bough  $  ^ 

The  tomahawk  is  raised  to  crush— 
’Tis  buried  in  her  brow.  t  ^ 
She  sleeps— she  sleeps  beneath  the 
pine  treelnow. 


ted  lover 
Billet  died. 


thirst. 

Shadeless  to  them  that  tree* 

O’er  land  and  lake  they  ream  ac¬ 
curst. 

And  in  the  clouds  they  see 

Thy  spirit- thy  spirit  unavenged 


ANSWER  TO  ANNIE  LAURIE 

ANNIE’S  REPLY. 

By  L.  M.  Tx*b*to*  Bo* 

Tune*  Annie  Laurie.’ 

If  all  you’vw  now  been  saying 
Doth  from  the  heart  proceed. 
Then  upon  thoso  words  relying. 
Your  Annie’s  blest  indeed. 

Your  Annie’s  blest  indeed. 

And  future  years  will  prove. 

That  In  wedding  Annie  Laurie, 
You’ll  not  repent  your  love. 

Though  small  our  destin’d  portion. 

If  bv  my  side  you  be. 

I’ll  ask  no  greater  blessing, 

I  have  my  all  in  thee. 

I  have  myall  in  thee. 

And  should*!  thou  trouble  know. 

Thou  wilt  have  thy  Annie  Laurie 
To  share  it  with  thee  too. 


THE  SOLDIER  TIRED. 

The  soldier  tired  of  war’s  alarms. 
Forswears  the  clang  of  hostile  arms 
And  scorns  the  spear  and  shield. 
But  if  again  the  trumpets  sound. 

He  burns  with  conquest  to  bo 
crowned. 

And  dfcres  again  the  field. 


"-WW*  t 
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BILL  80BSTAT. 

TMGHT  lad.  ha*.  I  Ml  I'd  ,  1 

A  non*  eVr  so  sightly,  Ul 

At  honest  Bill  Bebstay ,  to  kind  and 
to  triiv, 

Ma’d  iiM  Hke  a  mermaid,  and  feot  it 
•o  lightly. 

The  for.ca.tla’*  grid.,  add  i<U«ht 
of  tre  crew. 

*B\att?ffM  *  M4  often  in 

He  went,  though  hit  fortune*  a  a* 
kind  without  end; 

For  money,  cri»  d  Bill,  and  them  there 
sort  of  mattery 

Whatfe  the  goNT  en*l,  d*ye  see,  hut 
to  succour  a  friend. 

There’s  Nipcheese,  the  purser,  by 
grinding  and  pquepsing, 

K.rMB,VSiru,e“  :w,n‘ 

The  eddy  of  fediiat  stands  on  a  stiff 
breese  in. 

And  mounts,  fierce  as  fire*  a  deg- 
tune  in  his  hat. 

My  bark,  though  hard  stOrmsdh  lift’s 

Though  ^eUroll°fn  misfortune  and 

Mo  .  thot  in  (fin 

locker, 

BThen  by  hen  dine  tt  Oat  he  can  »uc- 
eour  a  friend. 

Let  them  throw  out  their  wipe#,  and 
cry,  spite  of  that#  rrstansi 
And  forgetful  of  tail  Shot  so  hardly 
they  bore, 

Th*tko  haS*  "*  ***•  ***  Ue4'  voaor 
To  rauMvIewk  Idly  like  Mm  aakam . 
Such  lubber,  tbetrta*  would  .oil  up, 
could  they  measure. 

By » h«ir  feelings,  the  gen’ren*  de¬ 
light  without  end. 

That  givee  birth  in  us  tnrs  to  list 
truest  of  pleasure*, 

The  hmndJatour  rhtee  te  succeur  a 
friend. 

Why  what’s  all  this  nonsense  they 
talk  04  and  pother*^ 

About  rights  of  man  t  What  a  plague 
are  they  atf 

If  they  f9Mrtm  fsdi  man  to  his 
messmate's  n  brother. 

Why  the  lubberly  awabel  every  fool 
can  tell  that.  [On  loyal. 

The  rights  of  ns  Britons  we  know’s  to 
In  our  cftintrf %  bdlhttce  onr  Inst 
moments  to  spend* 

To  fiilit  up  to  the  ear# ft*  protect 
blood  royal. 

To  be  truefteow 
eour  n  friend. 


THE  BIRL  AS*  <wfc 

fpHE  til's  a  Jolly  tar  that 
i  reef,  and  stecr 
Thai  can  nimbly  east  off  *a 
Who  in  darkest  of  nights  fin 
haUiefd  and  fear* 

And  dead  reck’ning  kne 
and  lee-way,  , 

P&m&Z 


„  sney  rome  . 

dras4 


VJ"  battle 
Binging,  quaffi ?*#  mort# 

t3X,£"&£sT'~ 
•flfWS. 


*•»  ton  U  our  dMI.it. 

rXSF&'t/Pj  »»Hl.  d*.rf 
Prim  oir  birth  w.  three  bin  lorM 

Jy?r  JSV  w*  how  to  fenr 

•wijwafsiflsiar 

'  P*‘i mm* 

itMttkS  6ht  rib  try  Iky, 

Hurrah,  At. 


fUB  GIRL  I  LEFT  R8MIMD  1|B. 


Ul  ,|r| 


ye  know's  to  I 
me  onr  list  I 

*  protect  the  I 


And  _  . 
ashore. 

Th*-t?,r'*  *  «*»•»*»  i*  , 

.will  spend,  ’ 

Who  up  for  n  mesvnete  will  eprffciw 
roi*.  Mllor,.U  think 
.to  hie  friend 

Wiil  never  be  false  t*  hft  b*fc 
But  the  tar  to  please  me 
MoreJoanwwtBm^ 

He  must  vemafte  rar  Momr 
galore. 

Acting  dulyw 
Kind  and  tvtily# 

And  nobly  inherit 
A  generous  spirits 
A  prudent  one  more; 

Singing,  laugh ine, 

-fiSSEittiv 

girl  ashore 

tilt  tar's  n  lolly  ter  who  loves  a 
beauty  bright. 

And  at  sea  often  thinks  of  htr 

Who  u  nst ?  her  with  glee  an  a  Satur¬ 
day  night. 

And  wishes  her  meor'd  hi  kttnrms 
But  the  tar  to  plenee  me 
Mora  Jolly  must  he  9 
Though  teased  a*  each  pert  bar 
n  score. 

He  must  sneering 

'MSttSB'.. 

But  scorn  ’em 
Still  tA*  to  . 

Singing,  laugbL_ 

Dancing,  quaffing. 

Take  it  cheerrily  and  merrily. 
And  constant  return  to  IM 
girl  ashore. 


l’M  iS5b**“*  1 

A  AmAW’ti  «h.  mrtr  ud  nHtar, 
ftnemoya  the  fine  or  until 


inch  Lv, 

Sinoe  Uw  "■»»'»  m/  wiy  | 

1  setft  no  mote  the  Bn*  or  nun 
Fbr  •hch  does,  not  remind  me, 
*«S  **J}ours  **  «*••  tfWay, 

1  nlil §**#  left  behind  i'e, 


With  the 


**/& 


And  I’ll  guide  thee  to  love’s  foum- 
tain9 

If  you’ll  follow,  follow  me. 

Follow  he. 

waters  of  the  fountain, 
a  ea8e  aching  heart; 

Alwr*i»h!  r?ue#  °*  lll€  mountain. 

Will  to  theu  a  balm  impart. 

Follow,  he. 

Vor  woman’s  love  is  dearly  bought. 

If  bought  with  peace  of  mind : 

But  taste  )befount,andneta  thought, 
of  love  is  left  behind.  * 

Follow,  he. 

f  T1  fan  thee  with  the  sephyr’e  wing. 
And  watch  thee  nign.t  a.id  day, 

ITI  guide  thee  to  leva’s  bealuig 
spring. 

So  follow  and  away. 

Follow  he. 


^  ALPINE  HUNTER’S  O..BB 

Ai*_"  L#  petit  tamkdm 

A  HUNTER’S  iff*  for  me.  #• 
O’er  alpine  heights  to  roam, 
Tn.  mouotite  .rag,  mid  the  cloudlet 
eny* 

Are  the  alpine  hunter’s  home. 

At  the  earliest  dawn  of  day,  ^ 

Come  comrades  up,  away, 

A VL°n  Z*  *°  to  omt  fri^«  below# V 
R  e  II  chant  ewr  merry  lay. 

Hurrah  for  a  hunter's  life, 

A  life  so  brave  and  free, 

1  love  to  iwam  o’er  the  mountuis 
height, 

A  hunter’s  life  for  me, 

fihrrah,  he 

We  hunters  love  to  ftraee, 

*°  *»l» Ulr ; 

* e.r«h.  dfay  Mki 
.  ^1“*  *•>.  mountain  ulr,  ’ 

And  at  to  track  our  prey. 

We  tread  ewr  perilous  war, 
we  love  te  roam,  o’er  our  mountain 

h  owiS| 

and  ciiaunt  our  merry  lay, 

*  Hurrah,  he 


Nwatowwi 
•fcsr’hSSj irtst 

Hw  <Mir  * 
duw, 

^ ‘r*?  wising, 

T.  god.  nbora  I  .hf  bMr  my  prmyw« 


WsMfaussjMa*'1*' 

^fftarssffss^A 

yixisvartsfiiseti 

"wrari-atsusse. 


LITE  or  A  VIA. 

A  PWlcrBo-gv  wag  by  Mr. 

T^-asaarisfusa, 

above, 

Ourreiign  undisputed  froth  the  iky 

Whose  lift  can  compare  to  tie  thi~ 
_ riner  free. 

When  winds  wltistle  loud  still  In 
■  eafcty  we  ride. 

Through  waves  which  ne’er  whelm  ue 
we;merrily  ride, 

N°  fr^half  10  happy’  no  ^  half  M 
While  we  skim  undismay’d  o’er  the 
rolling  sea. 

The  hope  of  onr  maidens,  the  pride 
of  our  isle. 

His  heart  is  a  stfshgir  to  falsehood 
and  guile^ 

His  ship  is  hi#  home^lrti  nation  the 

His  boast  is  his  flag,  never  wrongly 

His  heart  his  true  honour— ftOw  happy 

While  he  skims  nndlftmay’d  o’er  the 
roiUn 

NoRife  half  so  happy,  ne  lift  half  so 
free. 

While  we  skim  undismay'd  ea  U* 

rolling,  sea. 


ll 


a 


A  JOLLY  BUSK  TAB 

A  ***'**  *  1(*u* 

At  boM  at  a*  Mpt,  M  4r.nk  |i 


"  MUor  ».>.M  IT 


pet.** .  poner  anould  par, 

IB  IJA-Jttbo.1  -n:..  "*4  j.rf.u 


FBACB  Or  THE  Y ALLEY. 

Yaa  paaaa  of  ito  nktr  it  Bad, 

Tha  calm  of  it*  onya  ht^pj  fcow’rt 


lord  by. 

With  putting  M 
JackVey!; 


reaFd  Jovf  aU 
Derrydown,  fee, 
bf,whe*  th*  leud- 
f  thqt  attracted 


By  srate^Va^it0” r  theB 

And L,*»*pin«  Up  bluSfeoQ  (ara  order* 


vawWha-* ****  ***•  Th*  yt°0u?« 1 «**  *.*.*,»  ■*..* 

♦rtrrr  <°wa,  Bcf  I*  blighted,  (ortakan,  and  dead, 

*.  Th* 1 r umsjW  **#« 


♦ 


D*1-'  ^VQ,  dec. 

Now  Id  NypflMd  together  tome 
Frenchmen  were  met. 
iMlvIpf  «9upf»ip#Hfrg  qqd  frags  If 
^  rorgef. 

Convinc'd  oftNMVlM,  Mnmtndtd 
this  feat t, 

To  ^feH^ii2h,S&i'*rT’d  ^,0  ** 

I&ittt  <*9wn,  fcc. 

At  the  heels  of  the  taadtosd  the  aai* 
lor  appears, 

And  makes  th**  r^n  ring  with  throe 
British  chest/ , 

Then  ae  tits  hiB~teif  down  without 
further  uefci** 

And  clap*  *i  eld  «egft  •«  n*  next 
neighbour's  plate.  1 

Dewy  down,  Jcc*  ] 

Bure  nothing  could  canal  the  French-  j 
_  man's  surprls,  | 

when  they  shrug  c'd  up  their  about* 
dart,  and  turn'd  ttp  t heir  eyes. 
From  one  dropt  a  ha.  and  the  other  a 
hem. 

All  gaped  at  the  landlord  the  land-* 
lord  at  them. 

Derry  down,  Ice. 

One.  more  bold  then  the  real,  by  hie 
brethren's  advice. 

Mad*  a  sneaking  attempt  to  come  h| 
for  a  slice, 

daok,  cutting  his  hand,  quickly  gate 
him  a  check, 

Cry’d,  down  with  year  arms,  or  I'll 
•oooeweep  the  d«ek« 

Derry  dawn.  foe.  | 

The  landlord  enrag'd  now  approach  d 
trom  afar. 


»3BBS  there  a  tongue. 

p^EEDS  there  a  tongue  to  tell  e 
Word* Uui  fefutly  Would 


Th*  Vlmrir1*4  th#  400  r 

It'*  wlid’  b*i,h.  ■•elected  end 
set  rn  , 


TV  urn*  vukvaiuuy  would  convey:  _  stern,  ^  - 

Without  feign-  From  the  door  most  the  widow  long 

m*  Wvf  CU6| 

■peel  more  trae  U»n  word*  «■  * 

say. 


Tben  blu.h  not,  turakot  In  Mnfuiloa 

^'A'&xws.'ssa. 

•»  .ho  c*n  love  .ltd  jret  .Eeud 


■rom.i.r,  •  •  ne  wpi*.  will  ell  want  to  knew— 

And  *neeklna  behind,  toll'd  the  arm*  1  Jo»t  lift  the  lid  ott  the  comn, 

of  the  tart  <  And  look  at  Old  Koala,  the  bean, 

I  ba?«  aim.  nr*  he;  bat  ho  oar.  Apd  took, Be. 


Ere  h.  found*!!*  dull  pate  where  his 
heels  stood  before. 

4  Derry  dawn,  foe. 

The  landlord  this  sprawling,  the 
Frenchmen  unite. 

Each  takes  up  hie  knife  end  prepares 
for  the  fight; 

Of  quarters.  cries  lack,  I  woo'd  not 
have  yen  think* 

Strike*  strike,  you  frog-eaters,  strike, 
•trike,  or  you  sink. 

Derry  down,  Ac* 

Be  saying,  he  handled  big  trusty  oak 

And  poured  in  hie  broad -s’de  so  stout 
end  sothick. 

Bo  wt»li  play’d  hie  part,  in  a  minute 
that  four. 

Were  decently  laid  with  tfeeA  host 
on  the  lloor. 

Derry  down,  foe. 

The  rest  all  dismay'd  at  their  coun¬ 
tryman's  fote. 

For  fear  that  inch's  stick  should 
alight  on  th«!r  pate;  .  _  ^ 

Acknowledg'd  him  victor,  and  lard 
of  the  main. 

Withal  humbly  Intreatlng  to  pure 
their  slain. 

«Jforry  down,  ki 


Yon  mast  get  some  damp  food  fel¬ 
low*. 

And  stand  them  all  round  in  a  row 
And  drini,  .sof  half  gallon  bottles. 
To  the  name  of  Old  Rosin  the  beau. 

To  the,  Ac. 

Get  four  or  five  Jovial  young  follows. 
And  let  them  all  staggering  go. 

And  dig  a  deep  hole  in  the  meadow. 
And  in  it  tot* Ream  tbu  bean. 

Ann  in  it,  Ac. 

Then  get  you  a  couple  of  tombstones. 
Place  one  at  my  head  end  my  toe. 
And  do  not  fhH  to  scratch  on  it. 

The  name  of  Old  Rosin  the  bean. 

The  name,  tec. 

f  feel  that  grim  tyrant  approaching, 
Tb»t  creel  IbmmmM.  *£», 

’K.'ssr.wurM'iS^ 

Nor  eyen,  ke 


OLD  ROUX,  THE  BEAU. 

A  vow  wanasler  American  Ditty  sung 
by  Mrs.  Fits  william. 

fHAYB  tr.rell'4  tbie  wide  w.rld 
over.  tsr 

And  now  to  another  1*11  l 
I  know  UmC  good  quarters  are  watt-  | 

Toweleome  Old  Rosin  the  beau. 

To  welcome  Old  Rosin  the  beau. 

To  welcome  Ola  Rosin  the  beau, 

I  know  that  good  quarters  are  wait* 
in. 

To  welcome  Old  Rosin,  Uie  bean. 

When  I’m  dead  and  laid  out  eg  the  I 
counter, 

A  voice  you  will  hear  frog*  below. 
Singing  out  whisky  and  warn?. 

To  dr  nk  to  Old  RoMn^a^M.^ 

And  when  I  i 
Tha  ladies  ' 


BMC, 

Fo»«  form  that  can  nerer  return. 

«"Bd*t  the  *lain. 
#MWm  await 

The  peace  of  tHe"  roller  1*  fled. 

I#*l*  J5S!  'h*  r*“«Y*  *W 

THE  BLOSSdlfa  OF  FREEDOM 


0NC!«s< 


theG  eekaat  am- 
rich  nectar  were 


-  bowl 

quaffing. 

Merry  Momua  among  them  t«*  -at 

as  a  guest, 

(Homer  says  the  celestial*  laved 
laughing;  V 

On  each  of  tha  synod  tha  humourist 

droll'd, 

Sf>  none  could  hb  Jake*  disapprove ; 
Re  sung,  repeated,  and  some  sms* 
stories  told. 

At  last  thus  began  upon  Jove, 

*  BireJMMkm^who  long  had  the  am- 

Grown  grievously  tired  of  lilt. 

He  says  that  mankind  are  much  worse 
than  before 

f*o  he  begs  lobe  eased  of  their  weight 
Jove,  knowing  the  easth  on  poor  At¬ 
las  was  busied. 

From  his  gboutdsie  < 


Gave  hit 
charg 
And  the  I 


Ittraetion  ths 
up  in  her  haU. 


Mis^pleeaj^^^ffii^rmmdrcview- 

Te  see  what  each  climate  was  worth 
Like  a  df'mand  the  whole  with  an*<_ 

endowed, 

France  aodSR*ta  shetaughtTiueya  d 
to  rear. 

Which  suited  each  cllmton  each  ettm* 

.  she  bestowed. 

And  Freedom  she  found  Aourisbr.ii 
here. 

Fou^ourdipAl  virtues  she  left  in  this 
smile. 

And  Englishmen  fed  on  the  fruit. 
Thus  fed  and  thus  Wed,  Rom  e  boon- 


I 


4 


LISTEN  dear  molly. 

Listen  dear  Molly, 

Obi  listen  tomes 

Your  Sam  Yilkias  offers, . 

His  best  lore  to  thee. 

He's  ettt  all  his  pals. 

Besides  his  low  ways; 

And  all  his  old  gals, 
ror,ou,  ^ 

Listen  dear  Holly, 

Though  lots  there  may  be, 

Come  chaffing  you  over. 

None  of  that  fun  for  me. 


Be  up  to  their  gammon 
Oh,  Molly  beware!  Z 
It's  only  the  panuum. 

They  waul  from  you,  dear. 

So  listen,  Icc. 

LOVELY  POLLY. 

A  sailor’s  lore  Is  void  of  art, 
plain  sailing  to  his  port,  the  heart. 

He  knows  no  jealous  folly  : 

*Ti«  hard  enough  at  sea  to  war 
With  boisterous  elements  that  Jar- 
All’s  peace  with  lovely  polly. 

Enough  that,  far  from  sisht  of  shore 
Clouds  frown,  and  angry  billows  roar 
Still  !<he  brisk  and  Jolly : 

And  while  caroosing  with  his  mates. 
Her  health  he  drinks— anticipates 
The  smiles  of  lovely  polly. 

Should  thunder  on  the  horison  press. 
Hocking  our  signal  of  distress. 

E’en  then  dull  melancholy 
Hares  not  intrude:— he  braves  the  din 
In  hopos  to  find  a  calm  within 
The  snowy  arms  of  polly. 

SILENT  NYMPH  WITH  SILVERY 
WINGS. 

Silent  nrmph  with  silvery  wings. 
Hither  from  thy  bower  strays 
will  show  thee  choicest  things. 
Where  the  watery  sunbeams  play. 

In  a  nautilus  we  will  glide. 

O'er  the  cold  and  limpid  tide ; 

From  whose  surface  fathoms  through 
Thou  my  chrystal  balls  shall  view! 
Where  through  groves  of  coral  we. 
Dance  to  Naiadva  minstrelsy. 

Round  about  our  coral  throne 
Melodies  of  dulcet  tone 
Thev  do  srrike  on  pearly  shalls. 

Tun’d  by  water  fairies’  spells; 

Silent  nymph  and  so  will  we. 

Dance  to  their  sweot  minstrelsy. 

{GROG  AND  GIRLS.  ‘ 

A  sailor,  and  an  honeet  heart. 

Like  ship  and  helm,  are  ne’er  apart 

For  how  should  one  stem  wind  Sc  tide 
If  t’other  should  refuse  to  guide? 
With  that  she  freely  cuts  the  waves: 
And  so  the  tar. 

When  clashing  waves  around  him  jar. 
Consults  his  heart,  and  dangers  braves 
Where  duty  calls;  norasks  for  more 
Than  grog  aboard,  and  girl  ashore. 

•Tie  not  a  thousand  leagues  from  home 
More  horrid  than  the  billows  foam  ; 
’Tie  not  that  gentler  is  the  breeze 
In  channel  than  In  distant  seas— 
Danger  surrounds  him  far  and  near; 
But  honest  tar 

Thoach  wind#  and  water  round  him 

ConsJus'hle  heart,  and  ecorns  to  fear 
The  risks  be  runs  endear  him  more 
To  grog  aboard,  and  girl  ashore. 

’Tie  not  that  In  the  hottest  fight 
The  mord’rouspball  win  sooner  light 
On  him  than  any  other  spot. 

To  face  the  cannon  is  his  lot ; 

He  most  of  danger  have  hie  share. 

But  honest  tar. 

Though  fire  and  winds,  and  water  jaft 
Consults  his  heart  and  shakes  off  care 
And  when  the  kettle’s  heat  it  o’er. 

In  grog  aboard,  drinks  girl  ashore. 


A  TAB’S  DUTY. 

gORN  at  sea,  and  my  eradle  a  M» 

The  Katewain  ha  nursed  me  true 

I  toon*|earn’d  to  fight,  drink,  and 

Andi  qul*  every  soul  of  the  crew, 

80  merrily  push  round  the  glasses. 
And  strike  up  the  fiddles.  Iiuzsa, 
And  foot  It  away  with  the  lasses. 

Tol  de  rol,  heave  a  head,  pull  away# 

A  tar^tho’  his  hopes  should  be  lopp’d 

His  courage  should  ever  hold  fast. 
80  Toni  Tough,  when  the  eelois  were 

Hu^red  jacket  nail'd  to  the  mast. 

So  morrily,  Me. 

To  love  and  to  fight’s  a  Ur’s  duty. 
And  either  delight  to  him  bring. 

To  live  with  his  fav’rite  beauty. 

Or  die  ^  Me  country  and  queen. 

So  merrily,  Be 


r 


MAGGIE  LAUDER. 

OH  I  wha  wadna  be  in  love, 

Wi’  bonnie  Maggie  Lauder? 

A  piper  met  her  gaun  to  Fife, 

And  spirr’d  what  was’t  they  ca’d 
her. 

Right  scornfully  she  answered  him— 
*  Begone,  he  h alien  shaker! 

Jog  on  your  gait,  ve  bladrterskat*, 
My  name  Is  Maggie  Lauder.* 

’Maggie.’  quoth  he,  ’and  by  my 

I’m  %jging  fain  to  see  ye— 

Sit  down  by  me,  my  bonnie  bird. 

In  troth  I  winna  steer  ye. 

For  I’m  a  piper  by  my  trade. 

My  name  is  Roh  the  Hunter— 

The  lasses  loup  as  they  were  daft. 
When  I  blew  up  my  chaunter.’ 

’Piper,’  qouth  Meg,  'ha  ye  your 
begs. 

And  is  your  drone  in  order? 

If  ye  be  Rob.  I’ve  heard  of  thee,— 
Live  ye  upo’  the  border. 

The  lasses  a*  baith  far  and  near. 
Have  heard  of  Rob  the  Ranter,— 
I’ll  shake  my  foot  wi'  right  good' 
will, 

•if  you'll  blew  up  your  chaunter. 

Then  to  his  bags  he  flew  wi*  speed. 
About  the  drone  he  twisted ; 

Meg  up  end  woliop'd  o’er  the  green. 
For  brawl v  she  could  frisk  "it, 

Wet-1  donel*  quoth  he,  ‘Play  upf 
quoth  sh<  — 

Weel  bobb'd,  quoth  Rob  the  Ran* 
ter, 

ffiii  worth  my  while  to  play  indeed# 
When  I  hae  sic  a  dancer. 

Wee!  hae  ye  play’d  poor  part, 
quoth  Meg, 

Your  cheeks  are  like  the  crimson. 
There  i  nane  in  Scotland  plays  sas 
W«el# 

Siaco  we  lost  Harry  Simsen, 

Fve  liv’d  In  Fife,  baith  maid  and 
wife# 

Those  tea  years  and  a  quarter.— 
fffto  ye  shall  come  eo  Eustei  Fair, 
Speir  ye  for  Msggie  Lauder.' 


CANNOT  BEAR  THY  SCORN 

T m.— ’  Jfjp  A  corf  cm d  fate/ 

ANDcanstthou  turn  away  from 
*»•  me. 


With  inch  disdainful  alt, 

But  now  tho  heart  that  loves 
break,  _  — 

It  cannot  bear  thy  seera. 

When  walking  forth  at  dewy  eve. 
Unseen  I’ve  watch’d  thy  path# 

And  faced  the  ruffians  who  won  Id 
leave. 

Thee  deed,  for  gain  or  wrath* 

But  my  last  Journey  I  must  take. 

My  breast  with  anguish  torn— 

The  heart  that  loves  thee  yet  must 
br«  ak. 

It  cannot  bear  thy  scorn. 


WHEN  THE  WIND  IS  BLOWING 
FREE. 

^HBN  the  wind  is  blowing  frsc 

What  a/ovlal  life  is  ours— 

Who  would  ears  on  the  land  to  be, 
boys. 

With  Its  forest,  fruit  and  Sowers, 
When  our  forest  of  mast  are  sweep¬ 
ing  past. 

Such  sights  can  the  landsmen  see. 
As  our  sailing  fleets#  with  their  swol* 
ling  she  ts 

When  the  winds  are  blowing  free. 

Our  life  Is  a  life  of  freedom. 

We’re  borne  by  the  fresh’ning  eel#. 
And  for  storms  wg  never  heed  ’em. 

If  we’v#  plenty  of  room  to  sail— 
For  we  know  that  the  Power  above 

UP, 

Our  guide  in  the  storm  will  be. 

For  the  sake  of  the  girls  who  love 
us.( 

.When  the  wind*  are  blowing  free. 

And  then  when  the  sails  are  righted# 
and  night  in  the  shade  is  seen. 

We  think  of  the  vows  we  plighted. 

On  the  far-off  village  green. 

We  drink  to  our  wifeg  and  sweet* 
heart*. 

And  fancy  their  forms  we  sec. 

As  the  vejsel  glides  through  the 
swelling  tides. 

And  tho  wind  is  blowing  fre% 


BETSY  OF  THE  VALE. 

In  yonder  vale  there  doth  reside, 

A  maiden  nay  and  free ; 

Whose  heart  a  stranger  is  to  pride. 
And  worthless  vanity.  ;  . 

With  her  no  other  lass  can  vie. 

For  loveliness  and  grace; 

Nature  beams  from  either  eye. 
Content  smiles  in  her  face. 

With  this  dear  charmer  foJ  my  brld* 
How  happy  I  should  be  s 

Mv  hours  away  would  sweetly  glide. 
None  be  so  blest  as  me. 

Then  let  me  live  in  hopes  ere  long. 
To  gain  her  hand  and  heart: 

For  sooner  than  my  betsy  wrong. 
With  life  I’d  freely  part. 

TELL  ME  MY  HEART. 

Tell  me  my  heart,  why  morning 

Srime, 

s  like  the  fading  eye. 

While  the  gay  larks  celestial  chime 
Shall  tell,  shall  tell,  the  sod  * 
to  grieve: 

Thy  heaving  bosom  to  say, 

Ahl  hapless  maid,  your  leva’s  away 
Tell  me  my  heart,  why  summer*  clow 
A  wintry  day  beguiles; 

Why  Flora’s  beauties  seems  to  blew 
And  finding  nature  smiles. 

Some  sephyr  whispers  in  mv  ear. 

Ah  l  haonv  maid  vour  love  is  near. 


DARLING  NELLY  GRAY. 


There’s  a  low  green  valley  cn 
old  Kentucky  shore. 


the 


UIU  aoukuvm;  iiivivi 

:There  I'Te  whiled  many  happy 
hours  sway.  .  ^  tl_ 

A  setting  end  singing  by  the  little 
cottage  door,  .  „  ,v 
Where  lived  my  darling  Nelly 

Oh  |6my7 poor  Nelly  Gr»y.  th.jrk»». 
taken  you  away. 

And  I'll  never  see  niy  darling.any 


I>m““t?lne  bjr  the  rlrer  andll’m 
weeping  all  the  day, 

Fer  you’ve  sons  from  the  old  Ken* 
lucky  shore. 


When  the  moon  had  climb’d  the 
mountain,  and* the  stars  were 
shining  too,  „  _r  „ 

Then  I’d  take  my  darling  Nelly 

aJ&  float  down  the  river  in 
the  little  red  canoe,  ^  _ 

While  my  banjo  how  sweetly  I 
would  play.  . 

Oh,  ray  poor,  Ac • 


One  nlebt  I  went  to  seek  r.Tmt 
4  sh<*’s  gone,’  the  neighbours  say, 
The  white  man  bound  her  with  his 
chain,  .  ^  .  _ 

They  had  taken  her  to  Georgia  for 
to  wear  her  life  away. 

As  she  toils  in  the  cotton  and  the 
cune.  . 

Oh,  my  poor,  Ac, 


My  canoe  is  under  water,  and  my 
banjo  is  unstrung, 

I’m  tired  of  living  any  more. 

My  eyes  shall  look  downwards,and 
my  song  >hall  be  unsung. 

While  I  stay  on  the  old  Kenti 
shore. 

Oh,  my  poor,  Ac. 


itucky 


My  eyes  are  getting  blinded,  and  1 
cannot  see  my  way,  „ 

Hark  /  there’s  somebody  knocking 
at  the  door— 


HI.  Ilia  uowi -  .  ... 

Oh,  X  hear  the  angels  calling,  and 
I  see  my  tfelly  Gray.  a  , 
Fan-well  to  the  old  Kentucky 


shore 


Kentucky 
Oh,  my  poor,  Ac. 


tO  THEY  THINK  OF  MB  AT 
HO  MB- 


Words  by  J.  B.  Carpenter. 
Music  by  C.  W.  Glover. 

Do  they  think  of  me  athonie? 

Do  they  ever  think  of  me  ? 

I,  who  shared  their  every  grief; 

I,  who  mingled  in  their  glee: 

Have  their  hearts  grown  cold  and 
strong* 

To  the  one  now  doom’d  to  roam? 
I  would  give  the  world  to  know— 

Do  they  think  of  meat  home. 


Do  they  think  of  me  at  eve? 

, Of  the  songs  I  used  to  sing? 


Is  the  harp  I  struck  untouched? 
Does  a  stranger  woke  the  string? 


Will  no  kind  forgiving  word, 
Oome  across  the  raging  (bam? 
Shall  I  never  cease  to  sigh ! 

Do  they  think  of  me  at  home  ? 


GOOD  BYE,  SWEETHEART. 


The  pale  stars  ihde—  the  mom  is 

The  dswnlrops  pearl  etch  bud  and 
leaf, 

And  I  from  thee  my  leave  am 
W^thbliis  too  brief— with  bliss  too 
How  sinks  my  heart  with  fond 


alarms. 

The  tear  it  biding  in  mine  < 
For  time  doth  thrust  m< 


_  _ _ _  _ eye. 

Fortlme  doth  thrust  me  from 
thme  arms. 

Good  bye,  sweetheart,  good  bye. 


Do  they  think  of  how  I  loved. 

In  my  happy  early  days? 

Do  they  think  of  him  who  came. 

But  could  never  win  their  praise  ? 
I  am  happy  by  hi*  side. 

And  from  mine  he’ll  never 
roam, 

But  mv  heart  will  sadly  ask, 

Du  they  think  of  me  at  home? 


The  sun  is  up,—? heflark  is  soaring; 

Loud  swells  (he  song  of  chanti¬ 
cleer.  .  ^ 

The  lev ’ret  bounds  o’er  earth’s  soft 
flooring. 

Yeti  am  here,  yet  I  sm  here. 

For  since  night’s  gems  from  heav’n 
doth  hide. 

And  mom  to  floral  lips  dotlfhie, 
I  could  not  leave  thee,  though  I 
said— 

Goodbye,  sweetheart,  good  bye 


COME  INTO  THE  GARDEN 
MAUD. 


Come  into  the  garden,  Maud. 

For  the  black  bat*  night,  has 


flown; 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud. 

I'm  here  at  the  gate  alone; 

And  the  woodbine’s  spices  are 
wafted  abroad. 

And  the  musk  of  the  roses  blown!; 

For  a  breese  of  Hie  morning 
moves. 

And  the  Planet  of  Loveis  on  high. 

Beginning  to  faint  in  the  ligh  ttnat 
she  loves. 

On  a  bed  of  daffodil  sky ; 

To  faint  in  the  light  of  the  sun  she 
loves— 

To  (hint  in  the  light  and  to  die. 

Come,  come. 

Come  into  the  garden,  Ac. 


Queen  of  the  rosebud/  garden  of 
girls. 

Come  hither  the  dances  are  done: 
In  gloss  of  satin  and  (glimmer  of 
pearls. 

Queen,  lily,  and  rose  in  one. 

Shine  out.  little  head,  running 
over  with  curls. 

To  the  flowers,  and  be  their  sun. 

Shine  out,  shine  out  and  be 
their  sun. 


Come  into  the  garden,  Maud. 

For  the  black  bat,  night  has 
flown  ; 

Come  into  the  garden.  Maud. 

She  is  coming,  my  own,  my 
sweet 

Were.it  ever  so  airy  atread. 

My  heart  would  hear  her 
and  beat. 

Were  it  earth  in  an  earthy 
bed. 

Come,  my  own,  my  sweet. 

Come,  my  own.  my  sweet, 

Maud,  Maud,  come, 

I’m  here  at  the  gate  alone. 


CHORUS  from  *  MAS ANIELLO.’ 
Away,  away,  the  morning  lreshly 
breaking. 

Shines  o’er  the  deep,  our  ling*ring 
steps  to  chide. 

Light  with  sport  and  song  our  la¬ 
bour  making. 


UUUr  UMAIU9I 

Our  sails  we  11  trim,  and  haste  to 
stem  the  tide. 


*TWAS  NIGHT  AND  ALL 
AROUND  WAS  STILL. 

From  H II  Trovatore.” 

'Twas  night  and  all  around  wa«  stiW 
The  clear  blue  sky  was  tummiug* 
On  placid  lake  and  rentle  till. 

The  golden  moon  was  gleaming. 
Then  came  a  whisper  like  a  sigi’ , 
Forth  from  the  night  wind 
stealing. 

Swelling  into  a  melody 
That  thrill'd  me  with  its  feeling ; 
Spell  bound  I  stood,  and  he^rd 

The  tender  sadness  of  that  strain 
Sung  by  the  troubadour. 

As  in  devotion  there  he  knelt. 

And  poured  forth  in  each  Im¬ 
passioned  tone. 

With  tears  mine  eyes  began  to 
melt; 

A  name  ne  breath’d  it  was  my 

I  to^nywindow  lattice  flew, 

I  listened,  1  gazed  undaunted  there. 
O  what  ecstatic  Joy  was  mine. 

Ail  that  my  heart  would  fain  en- 
ahrine,  . 

The  look  of  love,  the  fervent  pray’r. 
All  that  I  dreamt  of  bless’d  there. 

To  tell  of  love  so  glowing. 

The  tongue  may  strive  forever. 
But  vain  is  each  endeavour. 

Ah,  would  my  heart  could  speak. 
On  him,  my  life  bestowing. 

Our  fates  shall  be  united. 

The  vow  my  Ups  have  plighted, 

IH  die  before  I  break. 


HUNTING  SONG. 

From  Meyebeer*  Opera 
of  “Dinorah. 


The  bay  ia  awake. 

The  mist  from  the  lake 
Rising  pastes  over; 

The  freak  morning  breaaa 
Plays  light  in  the  trees. 

Like  a  young  and  happy  lover. 
Now  the  field  shines  anew. 
With  the  bright  and  early  dew. 
Let  aa  haste  to  the  ©over. 

Come  and  come  all. 

Follow  my  call. 

Hunting  is  jolly, 

When  nijght  ia  over. 


The  day  U  awake,  &*. 

Ne’er  loiter,  but  leap 
From  dull  heavy  sleep. 

Ye  who  would  discover 
The  hare  in  the  fern. 

Or  down  by  the  turn 
In  the  heath  the  timid  plover. 

While  the  dawn  i a  fresh  and  sweet 
Let  us  brake  and  thicket  beat. 

So  away  to  the  cover. 

Come  and  come  all,  Ac. 


TIGER  CHORUS* 

The  tiger  crouches  In  the  wood. 
And  waits  to  shed  the  traveller's 
blood. 

Ana  so  crouch  we. 

We  spring  upon  him  to  supply 
What  men  unto  our  wants»denf 
And  so  springs  he. 


y&’SSXXUT'  » 

JWtSiffiftrafsr* 

£^**2L»*  a. 

tip 

WHY  DO  YOU  LOOK  80  8B  OMrS 
LOtfct 

Air— “John  Anderaon  gi}  Joa 
W»Y  «»•  roudook  ao  ahy,  lore, 

4masfr~ 

*?»*•«  «**•  lo*% 

i-Vw/5 IS'  ouJ  fiancee  moot? 

•?*  MM  «&,**  ±rn.  ter*. 


THE  VOILET  QIRt- 


c°WJSw!B»fflr^ 

Tn«  choioMt  iowjr,  dM*  ATV  fro* 
in  mvmdow,  fl.««  or  valley 

At  twilight  from  my  how*  I  Ms  ' 
And  through  tho  wide  sweet*  sally» 
To  Held*  wher*  creeping  violets  grpW 
And  lilioo  of  tho  viUmi* 

Coin*  hhTt  M 

And,  oro  tho  gfttt  onto  deign  to  rise 
They  hour  the  vplqe  of 
Thtt  little  tin  who  often  «**•* 
dwoot  lilies  of  tho  toBor. 


tw  e»4Ay®jim»,M  OW  baehoiori 


A  re  old  boteVe£ira. 


aiv  toiu  •■Hi  TKIII. 

1 

Ruhelonhip  ia  but  intanity, 
r*Uih>t.  ckn  wo  coll  them  t-oay  I 
Fellow#,  neror  ao ; 

Odd  onoa  ever  ao ; 

WWea  denied  thomaolroa. 

So  boaido  themtelvee, 
i»  nerer  betide  an  old  bachelor 

Who  con  euro 'em  t 
WboenOuro  ant 

OuOof  hia  wlaa  ia  ovary  old  bachelor. 

&?, TbSiXP 

Meaatfor.aentfor.  ^ 

Every  bachelor*  ^  , 

*a;beh»ra  only must  betgaaaoo. 

If  old  mcids  become  sefoany  moot 
Let  old  bachelors  be  recltomea, 
i  Maids  will  not  beokl  maids  any  more 


J^areot,  say  ifstill  you  lave  me. 

And  be  true  when  Tm  away  I 

Sweetest  maid  1  .fain  farwmiif  ***  ‘ 

Now  to  hostile  shores  I  go,  loot; 

Honour  tells  me  to  be  cone; 

Still  on  that  my  thoughts  shall  bp, 
loot. 

Whsn,  deal  girl.  Pm 


THE  LAST  DROP. 

ttr&To  V"*"  W*  V#  mtof  lummar." 

m  jBffiShift  ***rt  «f  w*"y  • 

AnuJnkjTutier-mllk  dean  our 
thro,t»  ttdocaroll. 

^^•I^ralaea yourapirlta  lika  a  cup 

*“tfo;Skf£s?-'k'*‘  *tfi 

****&#*$*»*  mw*  -  d  *W  planted  ^ 

Yitonah  tome  few  cry  out  lt»a  the  ***%!!»* 


SAID  A  STEAK  TO  a  CHOP. 
Said  t  otegk  to  a  chop, 

On  i  hook  in  my  shop. 

In  the  dog  days  In  very  hot  wtalhtr, 
Dear  chop,  it  is  clear, 

I  f  we  tarry  long  here, 

W e  shad  certainly  melt  both  together 

Said  the  sUo  from  the  rump 
To  me  steal  from  the  rump. 

Unless  there's  a  change  in  the  frirnthgr 
Lovely  steak  I  agree,  ; 

In  a  mess  w#  shell  be 
And  of  kitchen  stuff  made  both  to¬ 
gether. 

Oh,  then  with  a  sigh. 

Midst  sweet  sounds,  Srhat  d'ye  bay 
gatd  thesteek  to  the  chop  with  emotion 
A  long  or  a  short  six. 

In  »)in«  save  ell  to  fix. 

Will  at  last  be  our  doom  Pvaanotloo 


FHI  RRTURJf  OF  M .  *f  g-LABE 

At  1  was  ia  my  hot  riasri 

Grieving  p'er  ay  pain, 

A  sudden  knock  came  of  ths  doom 
Ms  thought  'twas  Mary  Hue 
l  quickly  Jumped  npo**toy  Ml, 


And  daw  towards  ths  door. 
And  hanny  Was  1  thorsto  mast, 
Poor  Mary  Hans  ones  more. 
Oh,  welcome  home,  dear  Mary  ] 


un,  welcome  home,  dear  Mary  Elans 
Poms  to  toy  arms,  year  pains  fog. 

Welcome  home,  dear  Mary  Blane, 
Wo  may  he  happy  yet, 

ftesss  sscsssf  *“* 

I  forgive  the  white  man  for  his 
wrong, 

A 1  the'  hot  caused  me  palm* 

1  ®“***lv«  ths  mischief  he  has  done. 
Though  he  nag  killed  poor  Mary 

know  thit  We  Wiufffieei Aula  4  , 

»*w  (Uj  bey  on  4  tb.kkBT  ) 


SHADOWS  OF  BEAUTY. 
Shadows  of  Beauty, 

n _ f  * 


Shadows  of  Power, 

Rls*»  to  your  daty. 

This  is  the  hour; 
vihtik,  lovely  and  pliant. 

Pram  the  depth  of  this  fountain, 
As  the  cloud  shapen  giant 
Bestrides  the  Harts  mountain  I 
Come  as  ye  were. 

That  our  «y«.  may  behold 
The  model  in  air 
W  illi  fora  I  wm  mould. 

Shah  kie  desire  Ur 


T 


wtnkeuNn. 

J*ok  com*  h«HM,  hit 

To  Pickle  eh 

But  scerc*  erriv'i 
Where  the 

“’.BS’aiaBtaa.'nra: 

ilnidid  t 

And  now  bis  hopes  or*  all  sgroMd, 
..  And  now  »tl*  to  U4*«r  ddidaeMd. 
Bonods  I "  tried  out  Jock,  ••  1  kootf 
that  phis— 

But  than,  such  togo-they’ie  all  to 
„  pieces  1 

** eon’lbol  d sum*,  it  io- 
' Tie  Polly  fowling  wowr-ortsses! 

And  now  tbs's  in  bis  arms,  while  he 

4I(^  with  curses, 

Th*^ftook.’’<ai*d  sbe.»mr  very 

W.ffL  0>«7  Mia’d.  and  told  in 

*  8tmjS.tk*il0*  ,U6’  mr  rifk”  cried 

“And  •tlllthaHUrt*  each  earthly 


Thou’rt  true,  though  rags  arc  on  thy 
d.dp«on  Poll'*  a  aoMe  tree- 

,ihrgg‘ga,|gg  sja 

TbMfaXbeMhtMftf  to  thg  street. 


B**crtfee*.nd  *■*  «*<ior- 

f  HB  SOLDIER’S  OBA^B. 


“-■"•ssffM'iasa 


Wjssra^jsr^ 
Tv*'7ii^“sSi»riKf 


.  S&"S.fSS‘ 

yn 

**? L*i«6ft?S!!  ?•*>  perfoem*  hit  duty 


gffi,  »**«&&•<■ »« 


Teas  harbor  Tom  cue  Bar  • 

Took  home  his  pretty  wi /•*,  sir. 


VheFrtgitfui 

I  WWW  aw  a 

|pl  vnin  I  'Mia  hw  t«.>td 


irm  He  lev’d  her  as  his  life. 


Y et  ToiJ*w*hto pris'd  her* charms 


louour. 


The  seniblate  of  each  eharmiu  «  feature 
ThM  B*p  hadwora  arouad  his  neck 
Where  art  stood  substitute  for  nature 
A  tar#  Ms  Mend#  *#od  from  the 
„  wreck. 

5£aa‘».  asftefaK 

T/tC  lOrtmit  Cam#**  |ey  turn'd  to 
mourning— 

*hf  saw,  grew  pale#  sunk  down* 

-  auo  died*  _ 


_To  pro — 

Trom  which 


the  wi 


_ 

■ — .npinw'.”  —  billing  sorrow 
sprints, 

/"others'  woMhathaars  a  part, 
f  all  sad  sympathy’s  delights. 


Of  all _ 

The  manly 
A  Joy  in 


d  ?yn?Pa?-' - •«.. 

snly  dignity  of  grief, 

mouMung  that  ascites. 


WB  HAVE  LIT E+-  AV t  LOVED 
TOGETHER. 

\Xi*£  hare  lived  and  loved  together* 
In  the  cottage  of  content; 

But  I’m  sure  1  can’t  tell  whether 
We  ever  paid  the  rent* 

1  ii*,4?eTer  known  a  quarter  day, 
a.?!11  kndloide  quite  me  dun 
And  crikey  I  oh  1  how  thoy'd  swoar 
too 

Which  to  ue  was  glorious  fen. 

We  have  lived,  Ac 

fdke  the  lodvde  that  come  up  are  .a1 1 

w'4^KU';?;«r  1 

w'8“*aJ*"for  **>!'*  h»rd  besrt 
w®  nerer  knew  none*  like  these  here 

Wbo  m  weir  did  plsy  Ihefr  psrt. 

W.  btnre  lived,  dec. , 


w«  *>.?  may  continue  the  same* 


T 

> 

^Orun^MMaisU?  fee&d  to  Mi 
Y*t  wrapt  in  conscious  worth  secure. 
The  world  that  new  Targets  is  toil, 

He  visits 
_  And  qu.u 
Then  tra>'L _ „ _ 

HteSSSSi1.? 

Uti  tbe  ti 
•ruVA, 


Al><love.h  “*■  ■*•**“•»•*  foKr, 
We’ll  (tUl  keep  ep  the  gam*. 

Htkut  lived,  dee 

8HB  THINKS  SO  UOUT  OF  MB. 
A  Parody  •*  •  You'D  Bemembev  lie.’ 
Written  by  B.  Rapley, 

w*itIhe"ssrto,,‘,M' d*  ,**“ 

_  Their  flattering  tnltoto  tell; 

t»Bi,  laugh  it  yOU  than ^ 
Wh.ni  too  late  to  break  th.  epell. 
^..^••^Mtodh  to  toeh  deeeuf1* 

Slie’U  break  my  heart  to  tee— 

Hy  Aife  a  mean  Mvits  «  cheat. 
And  she  thinks  so  light  of  auu 


I 


_  a  dear  toth  algut  .at 


“•i5fs>l'tisrarii’s-,.i,^i, 

ThStt  Tons  be  toek  a  shop. 

Bight  opposite  to  Kitty,  . 

A  a  folk*  will  sometimes  Stop 
When  people's  wives  are  pr«ttgy  ‘ 
Kot  that  he  thought  Abe  should 

oiXMtoS®"*’ 

But  tbefe— th^re  is  no  kddwfnt* 

LU  ral  la,  «* 

Now,  mark,  ho#  busy  strife 
Stepped  in  their  ja*s  to  hinder. 

He.  found  hK pretty  wife 
One  day  had  lefttL*  window  * 

Poor  Tom  began  if  save. 

To  think  how  'twicbe  mifcsed  h<wt 
When  in  came  Did  to  sht*ve. 

And  swore  that  no  had  kisced  her. 
j  :  d  La  ral  la,  ko 

And  to  you  ktsrd  the  dear. 

Says  Tom— and  ao  harm  in  it. 

Do  pray.  Sir,  taki  a  chair. 

I'n  shave  you  In  a  minute; 

Tour  beard  shall  come  off  dean. 

I’ll  venture  to  denote,  sir. 

And  then,  with  raser  keen. 

Ho  cut  the  fellow's  throat,  Hr, 

4T*  DARK  HAIR'D  GIRL 
Mv  d  %  kdr^d  girl,  thy  ringlets 
In  silidnlSuriy  ttry  ffrcodfhl  oeeh, 

“E.rsisj'ssssa 
i»sg,l»s«55a>,u  ^ 

thy  neek  Is.  de. 

s.'jar.’KsaiW'ija 
,  in’M sur^u. 

Auo  diamond  in  the  eye 

Iffy  dork  hair'd  girl,  I've  promised 
thee, 

Atidthou  thy  faith  hast  aiven  to  me! 
ode  oh  I  would  not  change. 

I  M  TH*  ROVING  BLADE, 
turn  "TbrOlpeey  Mtog 

THeto's  rnw  irtfec  meny  ee  Met 

Bometlmeitp  »  pUy-houe.  FrowM. 

wsetewAcyK71" 

Then  relgu  tattoe  retoeue  abu«*. 
Humhl.  „ 


ben  Backstay. 


ll.'H3ttSS5&Tv“  _ 

I  drluk  an  1  I  smoke  all  the  dnv, 
“ti.n  »l  Bldrt'  to  .pmce  - 

no  If  Uu» /  are  crabbed 


Ben  Beckstoy  loved  the  gentle  Anna 
ConsUnt  as  purity  was  she. 

Her  honey  words  iiks  suee'Hng 
manna, 

Ghssr'd  him  each  voyage  he  i 


But  whop'e  me  l*ke  a  saeg. 

-  often  wish  I'd  rtfet  been  fora. 

Artd  love  I'd  dvw  luebe*^ 

^  d  give™  the  World  to  he  fheo  again  -t*  • 

.  And  the.  »ojmofejr«i^-  I  .w.  I'm  »  ttAI 


■P1*"  <*k  .Irtt  tt  .ppmpyM,! 

Ann  if  las/  are  crabbed  at  *4L 
W  I'M  a  roviug  blade. 
MyWk"JtoSlK»*^lto  %w  toer  «*• 


a 


ft 


BUY  If Y  WILD  BOBM** 

>n«i  littl*  orphan  neglected  era  I, 
Nor  par«nt»,  nor  fnsnds,  ilat  t 
bavo  I  any; 

Ah,  little  thought  1,  t would  a*erb«  my 
cry. 

Bay  my  wild  ruses,  two  bunches  ft 
penny. 

Buy  my  wild  reset. 
Buy  plenty  surrounded,  all  happy  and 

Nor  care  did  I  know  for  friends  1 
bad  many  $ 

But  now  a  poor  orphan  by  none  I'm 
ce  rest'd 

Unheeded  1  cry  two  bunches  a 
penny.  ,  . 

Buy  my  wild  roses. 

Ya  wealthy  and  gay  who  with  plen¬ 
ty  abound. 

Oft  might  ye  lighten  the  sorrows  of 

many; 

In  the  path  strew'd  with  roses 
•harp  thorns  may  be  found. 
Then,  oh,  never  refuse  a  poor  orphan 
a  penny. 

Buy  my  wild  roses, 

■  ■■■ '  -■ 

THE  GOOD  SHIP  THE  KITTY. 

I  tail'd  in  the  good  ship  the  Kitty* 
Wiiii  a  smart  blowing  gale  and 
rough  sea; 

Left  m>  Polly, the  lads  call  so  pretty. 
Safe  here  at  an  anchor— Yo,  yea ! 
8»»t»  blubber’d  salt  tears  when  we 
parted. 

And  cried,  "  now  be  constant  to 
met^' 

t  told  her  not  to  be  down-hearted. 

So  up  went  the  anchor— Yo,  yea! 
And  from  that  time,  no  worcc  nor  no 
better, 

I've  thought  on  lust  nothing  but 
she; 

No  could  grog  nor  flip  make  ms. 
forget  her. 

She's  my  best  bower-anchor— Yo, 
yea  1 

When  the  wind  whistled  larboard  It 
fttarbo&rd. 

And  the  *torm>ame  on  weathqrdk 
le,  v 

f  ii  hope  l  with  her  should  be  har¬ 
bour'd. 

Wav  my  cable  end  anchor— To, 

yea!  , 

And  yet.  my  boys,  would  you  believe 

fuel 

1  return'J  with  no  rhino  from  sea: 
Mistress  Polly  would  never  receive 

me. 

So  again  I  heav'd  anchor— Yo,  yeas 


PEACE  OR  WAR. 

>  simply  wait  for  your  command, «U 
Is  it  peace  or  Is  it  war  t  ,  ,  . 

Ihali  we  quarrel,  or  shake  hands, sin 
Which,  good&igiiior.  art  you  fort 

You've  naught  to  do  but  speak  your 
mind  sir 

Only  give;  me,  then,  my  cue. 

If  for  scolding  you're  inclin'd  sir, 

1  can  scold  as  well  as  you. 

But  dfo  you  give  a  hint,  sir. 

That  peace  and  quietyou  prefer r'd, 
There'dbe  no  obligation  inrt  sir,  sir, 
l  would  not  speak  another  word. 

CONTENTMENT. 

Contentment  Host,  each  other  trea¬ 
sure 

To  ease  the  mind  essays  in  vain. 
Riches  and  pomp  take  piece  ofplea- 

And^mls'ry  leads  the  splendid 
^^asUnirthTwiwre^nSf^S  mtnd. 


PIB  ON  SINFUL  PHANTASY. 

Fie  on  sinfal  phantasy  t 
Fit  on  lust  end  laxvryl 
Lust  is  but  a  bloody  nre. 

Kindled  with  unchaste  desire. 
Fed  in  heart,  whose  flamee  aspire. 
As  thoughts  do  bowl  them  higher 
and  higher. 

Pinch  him  fairies  mutually; 

Pinch  him  for  his  villany; 

Pinth  him  and  burn  him,  and  tuns 
him  about. 

Till  candles,  and  star-light'  and 
moonshine  be  out. 

THE  OUTLAWS  REGRET. 

Written  by  H.  CLOhatfleld,  and  sung 
by  Mr.  Marvin. 

Air— Maid  of  Athens. 

Pare  well  my  native  climes  farewell. 
Where  ail  I  love  4c  cherish  dwells 
Where  In  boyish  gladness  loft  would 
roam. 

Around  that  peaceful  happy  home; 
flndearing  thoughts  still  made  me 
cling, 

io  that  once  cheerful  merry  ring; 
dnere  sweet  content  and  rustic  pride 
Went  tripping  lightly  side  by  side. 

/arewtllt  those  days  of  early  joy, 

W  lien  uiy  mother  blessed  her 
truant  boy. 

When  taxing  sweetly  on  my  face. 

Sue  clasped  vne  in  her  fond  embrace 
When  my  sires  austere  angry  frown, 
Wouldst  scare  my  youthfull  spirit 
down.; 

But  ever  fond  in  anger  mild. 

With  pride  would  praise  his  only 
child. 

Farewell  those  scenes  1  holds?  deat 
Those  ties  that  bind  my  spirit  here 
Those  kindred  hearts  who  loving  me* 
Are  weeping  o'er  my  destiny,  # 

Oh  would  I  could  their  feelings 

Disgraced*,  degraded,  thus  to  stood 
An  outlaw  from  my  native  land. 


I  and  nothing  ui 


MATRIMONY 

ACATCUf. 

Fire!  Are!— what’s  the  mailer. 

I've  a  burning  at  the  heart, 

Tis  the  raging  flame— desire. 

Haste  and  quench  it  heal  the  smaHb 
Stony,  stony— Hinted  hearted!  ^ 
What  are  all  the  maids  aboutV 
Where’s  the  engine  matrimeny  9 
That  will  quiekly  putit  otU 


KIND  RELATIONS. 

%MTM  nil  have  our  share  of  the  ups 
VV  and  the  downs, 

Whmte'er  our  mnk  or  elation. 

And  he's  sure  to  get  the  most  •coifs 

Who* depend? on  his  kind  relations 
For  it’s  nil  very  woll  ooee<or  t wlcw  to 

To  tokftr  h  trifling  tauovr,  * 
But  on  the  third  time  they  are  sure 

To^onetrus  It  bad  behaviour* 
There's  your  relations  kind  re* 
lotions. 

There’s  your  kind  relations. 

I  speak  from  experience,  end  youMl 

Though  often  they  invito  fg>s 
When  poverty  comAi 
Hu«  quickly  ihtoi  Ibey'll  slight 

For Cleat  the  way-^there’s  • 
knock  a'  so^r. 

Bay  we'r^  gens  out  for  a  ride  John 
I  kn*-  dry  well  it’s  that  hungry 

don't  open  the  door  too  wide  Aohn 


My  goods  were  one  day  seised  tor 

rent. 

The  broker  took  bis  station. 

Pals  and  trembling  oK  I  went. 

To  try  each  kind  relation. 

Borne  hsrnard.  some  he’d,  and  sense 
look’d  eool. 

Witbfaees  of  grief  tnd  sorrow. 

My  twin  brother  said  he  had  mane  It 
a  rule. 

Never  to  lead  or  borrow, 

I  thought  in  my  sister  to  tod  a 
friend. 

But  toon  she  nndeceftvsd  me. 

By  saying  ’Those  are  not  times  to 
lend, 

I  would  If  I  could,  relieve  thee, 

•A  triflle,  dear  sister,  would  keep 
me  afloat- 

I  shall  sink  If  you  do  not  arrange 

Bhe  1  said  *  She’d  not  less  than  a 
twenty*  pound  note. 

And  she  couldn’t  And  time  toohanpe 
it. 

‘Karas  ITSS  la 

•ina'd  alljj^ 

summon'd  a  rich  olu  frriod 

WboYcft  rr»*  ■  tidy  Windl.ll,  - 
And  then  bow  thev  » ltr  red  from 
what  they'd  Juat  »td. 

Their  cant  it  era.  prorokin*  - 
To  hear  them  exclaim  (as  each  hung 
down  his  head,)  ....  „ 

4  Lord  Tom,  wo  were  only  ioking !’ 

flow  who  in  tho  world  so  blest  as 

WUh*  so  many  kind  relations, 

I  am  mskad  to  dinner,  to  tapper,  to 

r^.  hundred  laeltatlontl 
Tut  their  crawling  preaent*  I  dally 

TMr  kladaM*  to  m.  IhW  ■»* 

hrTiile  ilia  cold  bcartc  tbat 
would  poverty,  ,  ,.s 

And  itieo  only  to  tboo.  tbat  do*t 
want  it. 

There’s  your  relational  what 
relations. 

What  very  ktadretotlOM. 


GOOD  MORNING. 

^WAKE  my  ton,  tb.  cun’*  bright 

Hilloand  valllea  how  adorning, 
BUc  to  tho  br.Mlci  ol  tb.  day. 

And  froip  thy  window  .ay,  ‘Good 
morning, 

flince  the  tender  parting  moment. 
When  you  whispered, 4  Love  good 
night,’ 

1  I've  endured  a  lover's  torment, 

I  Cheered  not  by  a  lovers  light* 

Soon  did  tbs  moon’s  fair  lustre  fade. 
When  with  a  kiss  we  beds  adieu, 

|  Then  loan  and  pensively  I  strayed 
Nought’s  left  mo  but  the  tbougiH 
oi  you. 

Then  rouse  thpe  from  thy  bed  of  reft 
Waking  eyJs  thy  love  restoring* 
Echoes  the  truth  you’ve  oft  confessed 
You  lovo  me,  then  repeat,  ’Rood 

morning,*  :  _  . _ 

Good  morning* 


NEW  COLLECTION  OF  SONGS 


SHE  TOOK  A  SLY  GLANCE  AT 
ME. 

I  went  once  to  a  party  dress’d  up  to  the  best, 

I  thought  I  put  on  plenty  cheek  to  keep  up 
with  the  rest ; 

Yet  I  put  a  damper  on,  not  to  make  to  free, 

For  I  saw  the  Landlords  pretty  wife,  cast  a 
sly  glanoe  at  me. 

Chorus. 

I  saw  the  Landlords  pretty  wife  cast  a  sly 
glance  at  me, 

Cast  a  sly,  cast  a  sly  glance  at  me. 

Dinner  was  anounc’d,  we  all  sit  down  to  dine, 

I  though  it  would  but  be  the  thing,  to  ask 
her  to  take  wine ; 

She  tri’d  to  do  a  blush  or  two,  but  that  game 
could'nt  be, 

As  I  bow  d  across  the  table  she  cast  a  sly 
glance  at  me. 

Dinner  being  over,  came  wine  and  the  desert 

And  with  a  nice  young  girl  at  hand  I  try’d 
to  do  a  flirt, 

But  some  other  foot  press  mine  and  I  took  up 

to  see 

And  my  pretty  landlady  cast  a  sly  glance  at  j 
me. 

Dancing  being  introduced  I  of  course  stood 
up  to  dance, 

For  a  partner  to  my  pretty  hosted,  I  made 
an  advance ; 

The  favour  soon  was  granted,  as  it  seem  in 
heigh  glee, 

And  as  I  squez’d  her  lilly  hand,  she  a  sly 
glance  cast  at  me. 

Our  game  was  not  unnotic’d,  tho’  to  keep  it 
dark  I  tri’d, 

But  by  the  jealous  husband,  our  dodge  was 
shortly  spi’d, 

When  he  took  up  the  teliscope,  some  bathing 
on  the  beech  to  see 

When  my  hostess  nudg’d  and  cast  a  sly  glance 
at  me, 

Chorus, 

And  now  in  what  ever  place  we  meet  if  she 
a  chance  can  see, 

I  am  on  the  sharp  look  out  for  a  sly  glance  at 
me. 


WILL  YOU  TRUST  ME  THEN 
AS  NOW? 

Parody  on  “Will  you  love  me  then  as  now.” 

By  L.  M.  THORNTON. 

Ai\ — u  Will  you  love  me  then  as  n oiv.'9 

While  I’m  standing  at  your  Counter, 
With  the  ready  in  my  fist, 

As  I  take  the  Goods  I’m  needing, 

On  my  friendship  you  insist. 

Say  you  'll  book  me  for  the  quarter, 

Place  the  chair,  and  give  the  bow, 

But  my  circumstances  changing, 

Will  you  trust  me  then  as  now  ? 

When  my  pookets  once  so  bulging, 

Hang  as  loose,  as  loose  can  be ; 

And  my  outward  man,  all  over 
Shows  the  weight  of  Poverty. 

When  a  change  is  o’er  me  stealing, 

While  no  change  you  take  I  vow  ; 

Will  the  change  find  you  unchanging* 
Will  you  trust  me  then  as  now  ? 


ANSWER  TO  GENTLE  ANNIE. 

By  L.  M.  Thornton. 

Oh!  weep  no  more  for  thy  Annie. 

Nor  bend  at  eve  o’er  her  tomb; 

Far  away  from  these  shores  of  affliction  ; 
Far  away  from  this  wilderness  of  gloom. 

Chorus. 

In  the  land  of  delight  thou  shalt  behold  her, 
There  shall  list  to  her  dulcet  voice  again, 
Where  the  flowers  which  blow  never  wither, 
And  joy  of  the  bosom  doth  remain. 

There’s  a  crowd  that  moves  with  thy  Annie, 
In  robes,  pure  as  moonlight  on  snow, 
Wouldst  thou  hear  the  songs  which  they  are 
singing, 

And  the  peace  of  the  spirits  wouldst  tkeu 
know.  „ 

In  the  land  of  delight,  <&e. 

Every  sun  that  goes  down  at  evening. 

Brings  nearer  Annie  to  thy  gaze  , 

Wait  in  hope,  wait  in  paitence,  it  is  coming  ! 
And  you’ll  never  see  the  end  of  happy 
days. 

In  the  land  of  delight,  &c. 


